Tve 7 

<?/<>. ToflijAatwtJ iti the rage.* 

Speake it a gaine, and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Lotie, 1 
Shall for thy lone, kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou fhalt bcaaccflaryo 

La. I would know thy heart. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I feat c r=e both are falfe. 

Git. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well,' : out vp your fword, 

Glo. Say th rr» / peace is made, 

L a. That ffill } ; ©u know hereafter. 

Glo. But I {bailee in hope. 

La. All men i b»pe Hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe toweare this ring. 

La. Totakeisnottogiue. , 

Glo Looke how this ring incosnpaffeth thy nng*r, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth my poore heart. 

Were both of them for both ofthena arc thine. 

And if thy poore fupplyant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffc forcuer.- 
La. What isit? 

Git. That it would plcafe thee leaue there fad defignts 
To him thar hath more caufe to be a mourner, 

A prefendy repaireto Crosbeplace, 

Whereafter T hauc folemndy enterred 
At Chertfie Monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dutie fee you ; 

For diuers vnknowne reafons, I befccch you 
Grant me this boone. 

La. with all my heart, and much it ioyes me toe, 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

TrtJJiB and Bart/ygoc a long With me. 
qit. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue .* 

But fince you teach mo howto flatteryou* . 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell alrcadic ?* ,t ' 
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GU. Sirs, take vp the courfe, 

Str. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

Glo. No to white Fryers there atcend my comming i 
Was euer woman in this humour woed ? Exant Manet Glo, 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her,but I will not keepe her Jong. 

What I haue kild her husband and her father, J 
To take her in her hearts extreameft heate : 

With curfts in her mouth teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by; t 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thele bartes agaiuft me ; 
And I nothing to backe my futc withall 
But the plaine Diuel and diflembling lookes, 
Andyettowinhet*all the world is nothing? Hah? 

Hath fhcc forgot already that btauePtince 
Edward, her Lord, Whom I (omc three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxturjl 
A Tweeter and louelier gentleman, 

Framdin the prodigality of nature.* 

Yong.valiant, wile, and no doubt right reyall. 

The fpacious world cannot againc affoord. 

And will (he yet debace her eyes on me. 

That cropt > he golden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woeful! bed ? 

On me, whofeall not equals Edwards mpity. 

On me that halt, and atn vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I doe miftake iny perfon all this while. 

Ypon my life fhee finds although I cannot 
My felfe, to be a mar ualous proper man, 
lie be at charges for a Looking-glafle, 

And entertaine Tome (core or two of tailors 
To ftudie falhi ns to adorne my body, 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with a little coft. 

But firft ile turne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out faire funne, till I haue bought a glaffe 
That 1 may fee niy ftiado w as I pafle. 1 
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